BY RICHARD GOODMAN                   59

love there is no cognition. Only the mind knows cognitively
and this cognitive knowledge is identified by philosophers and
other divided men with that which they call real knowledge.
Thus the philosophers would say that in love there is no know-
ledge at all: that is, that love is blind. In so far as there is none
of their knowledge in love, in genuine love, I would agree.
Of course, there is not, simply because there is a knowledge
which transcends this knowledge, a knowledge which perhaps
may be said to be wholly particular, a knowledge or coming
into contact with another self. And about this knowledge
there can be no thinking, for he who thinks (in the philo-
sophical sense, of course) has never experienced this kind of
knowing, because he is divided, his unity disintegrated. While
he who has experienced this does not think philosophically,
because such thinking is a substitute for living and he who is
whole lives, having no need of a physician and a physician's
substitutes for living.

I would agree too that there is a threefold result: "First
the flash of pure sensation... .Then there is the birth of
an entirely new state in each partner. And then there is the
liberation". But the pure sensation is not a bodily sensation.,
a sensation in the usual meaning of the term, but a sensation
of the whole individual, a sensation or feeling of the whole as
Spirit, a spiritual orgasm, if you like. Neither is the birth of a
new state in each partner the birth of a new bodily state, a
renewal of the blood alone. Rather it is a creative renewal,
reaffirmation, growth of the whole man, of the whole woman.
And finally I would agree that there is liberation, a liberation
of each individual from the essential loneliness which is the
individual's by virtue of his individuality. But it is not as
Lawrence thought a liberation only of the sensual self, from
its loneliness or particularity. In so far as I am whole, an
individual, I am one and isolated from other individuals. In
coitus, complete, or, as I would call it, spiritual coitus, there
is a liberation from that isolation, a transcendence of the
loneliness which is mine because I am I. I become, and,